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Editor's note: 
Thanks to all who contributed to the Review. We got so many 
submissions, in fact, that we've held some over to publish in 
our nexi issue. If you don't see your work this time, keep your 
eyes open for December's edition. 














Special thanks to Mike Cosper for the front cover artwork 
and layout help (damn that scanner!), to Kim Carroll and 
Kent Leslie for proofreading, to Kent for pasting up while | 
chewed off all my nails in the office, and to everyone else 
around the Hornet for putting up with my attitude (38 
sleepless hours and counting!) 
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Every few months, the 
world focuses its altenuon on 
atnend and former colleague 
\lann Steen 


If his name tsn't all that 


Ol acne 


fannuliar, add one or more ol 
these desenptors: 

lmeric an, 

professor, 

journalisi, 

hostage. 

Since mid-1987, Steen has 


been the unwilling guest of 


Arab terrorists, a living pawn 
in an undeclared war in a part 
of the world that I've never 
seen, probably never will and 
as of this writing, don’t really 
care to 


Since mid-1987, rumors of 


his imminent release have 
prompted media phone calls 
to fnends and family, and tor a 
few days, we all jump at the 
sound of a telephone nnging 
and read phone messages from 
national newspapers and 
television stations with re- 
newed interest. 
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One who lovee 
one who grows 


Hear the bells as 


It’s way past time to come home 
By Michael J. Fitzgerald 


Since mid- 1987, 


of outrage about all this has 


ms SCS 


irown from bemg mildly svm 


g 
pathetic to the oppressed 
peoples who kidnapped an in 
nocent Alann Steen, to 


ing for the authonts to call in 


wish 


an wir stnke to pound ths 
message into the thugs holding 
A\lann 

Let him go, you bastards 

let him go. 

let him go. Now. 


tancousls romancing a 
woman with the exouc name 
of Jade who lived in France 

Hie did not stnke people as 
purtcularly heroic. anything 
thes made the classic misjudg 
mentof beheving that his quict 
demeanor imdicated umidits 
and meckness, and that his 
unwillingness to participate in 
pedagogical petufoggery at the 
university proved a lack ol 
courage on his part. 





Each time | read or hear about the hostages 
in the Mideast, | am gripped by the same 
overwhelming sense of helpless anguish | felt 
when I first say the Vietnam Veteran's Memorial and 
traced the name of a high school friend whose 


helicopter was blown to bits 4 ‘ 





| first met Alann Steen in 
1982 when he was advising 
the campus newspaper al 
CSU Chico, teaching journal- 
ism to undergraduates, simul- 
















gentle breeze. 
ystal blue 

accep blue sea. 
he who grows, 
ey set them free. 
hey chime, 


Shortly after Alann was 
kidnapped in August of 1987, 
many of his former Chico col- 
leagues were aghast to read 
Alann desenbed as “kind of a 


“ 
s 
> 


as they echo backtheir lonesome cry. 
The wind is but a gentle mime, 
their hour will come, 





it’s a matter of time. 


ESSAY 


swashbuckler” by his fnend 
Professor Michael Scott who 
taught with him there. But 
Scott was night. If vou really 
watched Alann carefully, you 
saw strength, deliberation, and 
a sense of justice Unat was 
troubling tor people who hike 
to bend rules or treat students 
unturts 

\lann gave the students at 
the CSU (Chico campus new s- 
paper carte blanche to publish 
what they wanted, when they 
wanted. He often sat in his 
faculty office, a mere 75 feet 
from the newspaper, grucling 
over whether to tell the stu- 
dents when he thought they 
were about to make a giant 
blunder 

But when the seeming! y in- 
evitable giant blunders were 
made, he stepped in front of 
the students to defend them 
and take ameasure of the cnu- 
cism. Ele took too many ar- 
rows dunng his temporary 
faculty appointment to last 








& 


however, and he left as he had 
arnved, quietly, to head east 
He talked about job offers 
at Comell University, in up- 
state New York's Rust Belt 
or perhaps something in Mas 
sachusetts, but suddenly, there 
he was in Beirut at Amencan 
l niversity, doing his under- 
stated and quiet swashbuck- 
ling schuck, sending postcards 
to his former colleagues at 
(chico State, giving hints about 
the dangers there, but talking 
more about how exotic the 


city was even in the midst of 


the terronst activity. 

The postcards sparked re- 
minders for me about how 
Beirut was called the Pans of 
the Mideast in the 1950s and 
that my father, then trying to 
learn Arabic, talked about 
traveling to Beirut some day 
lo test his language skills. 

Alann’s daughter, Becky, 
became my student in 1985 


See HOSTAGE on p. 10) 
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By Kent Wallace Leslie 


It was spnng last year, 
when a young man's fancy 
idly turns to thoughts of lust, 
when Apnil show ers bring May 
flowers, and, before I get into 
another tacky cliche, my 
mother gets into spring clean- 
ing with a vengeance. Really. 
I've been living on my own — 
with my roommate Ted, of 
course — for about four years 
now, and Mom gets whipped 
into such a cleaning frenzy 
that she’s been visiting my 
apartment for the past three 
years and cleaning it too. She 
lives for it. My roommate and 
I are used to this and we get the 
place nice and filthy for her. 
Sheisn't happy unless the place 
isdisgustingly gnmy. She needs 
a hobby, I guess. 

Anyway, after the auto- 
mobile accident last year, I had 
bought myself an entire spring 
wardrobe with the spare in- 
surance money instead of 
buying a new car. | went to 
one of those police auctions 
and bought a brand-new Jag- 
uar for five hundred bucks. 
Can you believe it? Anyway, 
my closet was filled with dirty 
laundry that hadn't been done 
in the past five months. Every 
ume I ran out of clothes, I just 
bought some new ones because 
I could afford them. My closet 
was one big lice-infected ham- 
per. | was waiting for Mom, 
you see. 

Well, Mom came. She 
immediately tackled the pile. 
By damn, it took her two days 
of non-stop cleaning to finish 


———_—_=_=—_ 


or two at once 
thinking about the 


@ = sit at night on my bed 
long hours with a book, 


my socks alone. At about the 
end of the weck, my closet was 
nearly emoty of dirty laundry 
and my wardrobe cabinet was 
filling up rapidly. Mom was 
convinced she would be done 
by Fnday. 

Friday came and went. 
Friday evening, | came back 
from class. Ted was sitting at 
the table, cleaning his ears with 
the potato pecler. We were 
getting the dishes ready for 
Mom to clean them. 


party. Since Mom wassullina 
spring cleaning frenzy, we 
figured a good hard party 
would dirty the place enough 
to keep her busy for wecks. | 


know, it sounds kinda cruel of 


us, butcleaning 1s Mom's thing. 
You understand? 

The party wasn't any- 
thing to the degree of party 
where people start making to- 
gas out of the wallpaper — 
I've only been to one party in 
my life that good — but it was 
great. Ted and | invited our 
fraternity brothers, they in- 





“Mom finished the laun- 
dry yet?” I asked. 

“You know, | haven't 
seen her,” Ted said. “I thought 
she had to go to the dry 
cleaner’s. She was in your 
room this morning, though.” 

“That's strange,” | said. 
| checked out my room. No 
Mom. She hadn't even 
touched it. “Stranger and 
stranger,” I said. 

Well, that night, we had 
planned to have one amazing 


vacation, begin 


clock rings 


vited their girlfriends, plus a 
whole biker gang I'd never 
even heard of crashed the parts 
and brought some excellent 
music with them. It was a 
smashing success — literally 
so. One of the bikers found my 
dad’s hunting nfle and gave a 
demonstration in drunken 
target practice with Ted's 
goldfish tank. And one couple 
in particular got particularly 
amorous and wanted to “bor- 
row” my room for a while. | 


again like last night 
to make love until the alarm 


suggested a cold shower, but 
that turned them on even 
more, so | shrugged and 
steered them in the nght di- 
rection. 

That night, as Ted was 
picking shards of dead goldfish 
and glass out ofthe wall behind 
the fishtank, some drunken 
reveller asked where his buddy 
was. That particular buddy 
was one of the horny pair that 
went into my room that night 
and never returned. We 
checked my room, but neither 
he nor his girfnend were there; 
just my clothes, the bed, the 
wardrobe... The bed didn't 
look disturbed, but you 
couldn't tell. | hadn't made it 
in a month. | was waiting for 
Mom, remember? 

Two days passed. 

Dad called up, asking 
where Mom was. He said he 
had been waiting for his dinner 
for two days now. We called 
the police. They took Mom's 
descnption and said they'd do 
what they could. Dad was 
convinced that she ran off with 
some guy at his hunting club. 
Ted and I took him to dinner. 
The dummy hadn't eaten in 
two days. 

Later, we had to bail Dad 
out for beating the crap out of 
some guy at his hunting club. 

When we got back from 
the police station, | wentto my 
room, opened the door, and 
stared atitin shock. The room 
wasbare.Completely bare. My 
furniture was gone, my ward- 
robe was gone, everything. 
K’ven the closet doors were 
gone. We figured it was a prank 


By Josh Lurie-Terrell 


Where'd everybody gal 


pulled by some of our frater- 
nity buddies and called the 
frat house. Nobody knew 
anything about it. At leasi, 
that's what they said. 

Stranger and stranger. 

After all my new 
clothes, Dad's bail, and 
spackle for the bullet holes in 
the wall, | sull had enough 
money to buy some more 
clothes. | slept on the couch 
and hung my new clothes in 
the closet. The next day, they 
were gone too. It had to be the 
brothers. 

While Dad and I talked 
about hiring an attorney, | 
casually mentioned the dis- 
appearance of my clothes to 


and call in sick one more time 

to enjoy our wine, breakfast, bodies, 
and retell old dreams as if they 
happened last sleepless night 
forgetting awake was the sleep 


intricacies of words and those of 
wine 

drinking myself to sleep, they grow fat from my efforts 
sometimes they sleep. like now. 
sometimes they WAKE; 
fleeing darkness and 
approaching knowledge, they 
make poets 

and suffer harsh words of 
bartenders, wives, employers 
professors all of life they think 


jazz radio and air conditioner 
ruffling my hair 
to help me dream 


ten dollars is in my wallet 

and sleep is my desire 

i cannot quench muses with wine or 
drugs 

i try but to no avail, 


whispering sweet everything 

i lay across the chaise and wait 
for 6 o'clock 

when your day will end and our 
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4. Big mistake. Mom's dis- 
-arance had rattled him, 
the waste of perfectly good 
ey always made him an- 
He volunteered to keep 
ch on my room that night 

his shotgun. | pointed 
that shooting frat boys 

Je on bail was not neces- 
ly a good idea, but he 
ted to g0 anyway, and | 

ided not to stop him. He 

ght his sleeping bag, along 
30 surplus packs of 
Es left over from his stint 
e Gulf War. He camped 
inmy room, and by morn- 
he was gone too. 
My fraternity brothers 
yre up and down that they 


had nothing to do with any of 
the disappearances. But since 
| had a spare room... Against 
my better judgement, [let them 
store about 20 tons of peanut 
bulter in my room, since we 
were planning to pull a prank 
on one of our nval fraternities. 
They pulled up outside my 


apartment and each one of 


them entered my room with 
about three cases of peanut 
butter. None of them came 
out. For a second, | thought it 
was just another part of the 
prank that none of them would 
admit to. But none of them 
were there to admit anything 


See DISAPPEAR om p. 12 


Graphic by Richard Parks 


January a.d. 
By Steven E. Vanderville 
I 


hitherto the Slumbering a 

dormant facade of its own accord. 
secluded hidden away seeking some Found 
sweet reticent boy justa little boy 
nevermore forever; 

icebound frame, gelid consciousness— 


December forthwith terminal 


2 


| am so young 

and lived deliberately 

in a cloistered expanse so passionate: 

colored by the hand of Godot like wintered lreland— 
scraping days from my melancholy throat; 

somniferous ecstasy manifested as balmy skies ashen waters. 
four changing seasons spent here, 


a domain as valid as imagination itself 


3 


divine infidel love yields 

the phantasmic exchanging of gifts 

in a decade or so from today: 

succumbing of ennui as days 

(you cannot run far) 

vives me the boy final realization the wisdom and conclusion, 
which gives 

perpetually listening watching evaporating decaying— 


a new companion to the hillside 


4 


I will not lie to you with 

visions of eternal; 

the asylum of faith knows not this 

holistic love of solitude. 

that winter all chapters will close, 

my lingering grasp will haze and soon disappear, 


but January will plunge like a tocsin for you... 


Adieu. 


~ 
: 
2 
: 
a 
x 
~ 
~ 
= 
= 
= 











Nov. 


a 
oe 


REVIEW 


THE UNIVERSIT 





eS) ee ee 
ear ee lew 


Z 
| 
=) 
¢ 
= 
~ 
“ 
2 
S 
= 
i 





By Jeannette Ho 


So much depends 
upon 


The little black 
mailbox 


| Perhaps filled with 
| news 
| 
| 


From one I am 
fond of 


\imy raised her head when she 
heard the sound of tres screeching 
to a halt outside. She listened some 
more and heard a car door stam 
She brushed aside her vellow water 
stained curtains and peered out. 
The Lake County shenff, Flonda’s 
representative of the Southern jus 
tice system, walked across the sandy 
yard with the confidence of a man 
who knew that one hundred years 
of “Jim Crow” laws allowed him to 
be regarded as the epitome of au 
thority in Leesburg. The shenff was 
a short, pot-beilied man with sun- 
bleached, thinning hair. He spat a 
mouthful of tobacco out on the 
ground, causing an unsuspecung 
hen to flee in the opposite direction 


cu ove aicd 


By Angela Shortt 


Amy tumed away fromthe win 
dow and looked at Mister Charhe, 
who was holding his bloodied nght 
hand with his left. His hand ap- 
peared to be just hanging by the 
muscle ussue and tendons that held 
ittohis wnst. Tears streamed down 
(charlie’s face as he paced back and 
forth across the wooden floor. 
Rivulets of blood traced each step 
Charlie took, and alarge pool of red 
liquid was gathered in the center of 
the room. 

“Goddamn crazy-ass woman!” 

(Charlie bobbed his head up and 
down ashe spoke: cach step seemed 
to be a fresh expression of excruct- 
auing pain. 

“Goddamn woman, lookit what 


vou've done!” he screamed 

Amy turned and looked out ol 
the window once more. ler sister- 
in-law and a few neighbors were 
following the shentf to her door. 

“You that 
(harlie,”’ she said as she watched 
the small crowd gathenng in her 
vard. 

“You need to just hush. | told 
vou, now, if vou ever call yourself 


just hush noise, 


raising vour hand at me, I'm gonna 
take it.” 

She walked to the doorway and 
stood behind the 
Her house was little more than a 


tattered screen. 
dark brown wooden shack with a 


See FIRLE-WATER on p. 9 


ATT Tea Ta ea else to do and not much on my 


mind, [ got in my car and went for a drive, 


VATaD TT LR PLT i1 ay 


ay) COZY: 


There wasn'ta cloud.in the sky. The-moon was almost 


hill and awesomely bright. Frolled down my windows to let 


aa 


a 


I drove down some back roads in the country and made my way 


toa dead-end. The cul-de-sac was in the middle of a large 


hrush field—a neighborhood awaiting development. The 


nearest house was far off on the other side of a small grove of 


i 


nine trees. Twas in complete darkness except for the TARA 


the sky. 


ULAR Ee ta CL ee 


out. twas so still. Mute echoes of laughter and dogs att 


and TARO MITTAL AA meditation, To 


TOT TRCN RL 2 Tg 


stars. 


| stood facing the marsh and the river beyond it. The moon sent 


down shadows of light. surrounding me with an eerie glow. 


AT a ea ae hlue-hlack sky was coz ered with stars da 


clittering dust Sprinkled on. black velvet. The Milky Way, a 


uminous Strip of star ILA LS aaa Ae 


aire TL TT PaaS MLM eA 


heanty like magic on my thirsty soul 


/ 


De ED Rat Ca 


TA La 


ted -my eyes and engraved their 


Va aE ada 


ITE HMA ea ake 


them jn my dreams. So I lay back on the 


éround, transfixed with the stars in the nignt, and dreamed 











lIRE-WATER, from p. 4 


corrugated tn roof. li had three rooms 
— a bedroom, a living room and a 
makeshift kitchen with an old wood 
buming stove. The wooden planks that 
served as walls had cotton stuffed in 
the holes that were made by the ever- 
present termites. There was only one 
window in the house; Amy's yellow 
curtained front was her 
lookout post. She kept a constant vigil 
it the window; she wanited to be aware 
at all umes of visitors approaching her 


property. No one had ever surprised 


window 


her with a visit because the house was 
accessible only from the front. Her 
backyard was nothing but Florida 
swampland, andonly people whochose 
to forget about such petty concerns as 
gators and water moccasins would 
attempt to approach the house from 
the back. 

Amy’s chickens scattered as the 
crowd moved up to the ramshackle 
porch. Hertwo hounds barked angrily 
and strained against the twine that 
kept them tethered to a large weeping 
willow tree. Her sister-in-law was 
pointing to the house and waving fran- 
cally. 

“There she is! There's that witch! 
Get her, get her!” 

The sheriff's tanned face was drip- 
ping with little nvers of sweat. He 
hated coming out to Sunnyside — the 
“migrahs” were always getting drunk 
and knocking each other in the head. 
The darky woman that ran up to his 
car babbling about her brother and 
that “witch” reeked of bathhouse gin, 
the kind of moonshine that was dis- 
tilled in huge metal tubs placed on a 
bootlegger’s back porch. 

The woman standing behind the 
broken screen door certainly did not 
look like a witch to him. In fact, if she 
wasn't a darky, he would have to say 
that she was one of the prettiest women 
he had ever seen. The woman who 
stood staring at him with an expression 
of absolute serenity on her face was 
one of those “copper gals,” a term that 
was sometimes used to describe a 
brown-skinned woman of African and 
Native American ancestry. She had a 
straight, very prominent nose, exquis- 
itely high cheekbones and very large, 
almond-shaped eyes. Her shoulder- 
length hair was tousled all over her 
head as if she had been involved in an 
intense hair-pulling match. The sheriff 
was impressed. He rarely glanced at 
darky women, but if he had to, he 
hoped that all of them would be as easy 
on the eves as this tall, healthy-looking 
wench. 

He reached the porch and stood at 
the bottom of the stairs, placed his left 
foot on the last step and his right hand 
on his gun. 

“All nght, Aunte,” the sheriff said 
evenly. “We don't want no trouble. 
You just come on out here, real quiet- 
like.” 


Amy narrowed her cyes and placed 
her hands on her hips. 

“T ain't your Auntie. | ain't got no 
kin that looks like vou.” 

Amy's sister-in-law came up to the 
porch. 

“You see there, Shenff She's crazy 
that’s all, she tned to kill my brother” 
“Amy stepped out on the porch. 

“TfL had tned to kill vour brother, he 
would be dead by now. [ tol’ you to stay 
out my bizness.” 

“Bitch 


sister-in-law said as 


we gonna get vou,” the 
she leaped for- 
ward. 

“You gotta bring some to get some, 
you scrawny Iitth hefer you!” Amy 
felt the blood in her face turning hot 
and she clinched her 


The shenff, leanne, that the situa- 


hands into fists 


tion was becoming uncomfortably 
tense, leaped up on the porch, grabbed 
Amy’s hands and held them behind 
her back. She struggled desperately to 
get free. 

“Now you just hold on here, 
Auntie!” the shenff bellowed 

The sister-in-law began to jump 
around excitedly. 

“See, see there! | tol’ you, I tol’ you 
we gonna get you!” 

Suddenly, Amy's nght leg came up 
faster than alightning stnke and landed 
against the side of her sister-in-law's 
face with a loud crack. The blow sent 
the woman sailing back wards against 
the wooden planks, causing the entire 
house to shake violently. She sank. 
splay -legged, to the porch and began to 
shnek hystencally. 

“Why you dirty little ...” 

The sheriff's face was red and puffy 
with anger. He hated losing control of 
any situation, especially in front of a 
bunch of “nigrahs.”’ Hereleased Amy's 
arms and slapped her so hard that she 
spun around in a circle and fell to her 
knees. The sheriff grinned with plea- 
sure and began to take his belt off. 

“Now, nigguh, I'm gonna whup you 
within every inch of yo ...” 










Imagine.... 








Spitejulness. 






Lion. 





overall negativity. 


Imagine .. 








free 


granted 






| Imagine. 


Meanwhile, Charlie came and stood 
by the door, sull holding his bloody, 
dangling hand and jumping around in 
pain. 

“Oh, Lordy, Amy no!” he velled. 
“Amy stop, please, oh Lordy, have 





The sheriff, fearing that the situation 
was becoming uncomfortably tense, 
leaped up on the porch, grabbed Amy's 
hands and held them behind her back. She 
struggled desperately to get free. 


He stopped short and watched in 
amazement as Amy jumped to her 
feet. He was so shocked to see her 
recover quickly from the biow that he 
failed to notice her as she executed a 
flat-footed boot kick to the center of his 
stomach. He doubled over and began 
panting in a vain attempt to take in air. 
Amy watched his movements care- 
fully. in case he tned to counterattack. 


—________99 


mercy Jesus, she gonna get us kilt.” 

Charlie's pleas went unheeded. She 
kicked the sheriff again, this ume land- 
ing a solid hit to his groin. The crowd 
in the front yard gasped and quickly 
vacated Amy's property. The sheriff 
grabbed his balls with an animal-sound- 
ing groan. 

Coughing and wheezing furiously, 
he sturmbledtoward her for a few steps, 


By Kenji Glenn Taguma 


Imagine a world where altruism prevails 
over greed and selfishness, where all 
people can walk hand in hand without 


Imagine truth, honesty, and positivity 
overshadowing lies, deception, and corrup- 


Imagine a unified body of people working 
together te combat drug abuse, crime, and 
..Lmaszine . 

Imagine walking outside to find a pollution- 
environment, where people do not take for 


the great riches of our beautiful planet. 


Imagine 















then fell off the porch. Amy watched 
him as he slowly crawled to his patrol 
car. She waited unu! he backed his c ar 
onto the road and drove off, then she 
re-entered her house. 

“Po’ white trash! That oughta teach 
him!” 

She turned around and looked at 
her husband and sister-in-law with a 
puzzied expression. As far as she was 
concemed, the drama was over. She 
didn't care if everyone thought that the 
Ku Klux Klan would nde through and 
terronze them at night because she 
was bold enough to fight the sheriff 
during a ume when black people were 
hung from trees like laundry with 
alarming regulanty. Amy never cared 
what anyone thought, black or white. 
People were all the same to her — fools 
who could be tolerated only after a 
bottle of good moonshine. 

She put her hands on her hips and 
shook her head in disgust, as she 
watched the two siblings bawling like a 
pair of toddlers. 

“Y'all stop all that hollerin’ now; it 
don’t make no sense. Charlie, you 
c'mon in the kitchen and let me doctor 
on your hand.” 














, Nov. 
1991 


MATAAY ALISUAAIN| AH 











Nov. 
199] 


THE UNIVERSITY REVI 





2 missing children 
3 teenagers dead 


6 auto pile-ups 


A Warm Week Ahead 


3 officers wounded 


16 arrests 


1 drive-by shooting 
How to Rid Your Home of Pests 
4 escaped prisoners 


1 reported rape 


2 terrorist bomb threats 
Canseco Drives One Home — 
Show the Replay Tape 


5 hate crimes 
13 stolen cars 
9 dut’s 


The Latest Flick Earns Five 


Stars 


13 unsolved homicides 
16 tons of toxic waste 
500 union workers strike 


For Only $6,000 
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By Russ Albright 


TO HAVE ERRED 

ON THIS ONE OCCASION 
IS MERE VALIDATION 
OF MY PERFECTION. 
THIS SINGLE INCIDENT 
OF THE EXCEPTION 
PROVED THE RULE. 


YOU HAVE BEEN 


GRANTED OPPORTUNITY 


TO ALTER 

YOUR POINT OF VIEW 
TO THAT OF MINE... 
AND THUS BE 

IN COLLUSION 

WITH GENIUS! 


Oh how I love late = news 


By Alisa Pearce 
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You Can Get a New Face 


millions cut from education funds 
billions yet to bail out the s and I’s 


HOSTAGE, trom p. 3 


when | taught at Chico State 
She kept me up to date on his pre 
kidnapping Mideast adventures 
somcumes reading his posteards 
aloud to the class and I would 
occasionally see her senbbhing a 
note to him while I was lectuning 
She had inherited his strong, 
muscular look, and her face re- 
flected \lann’s, particularly when 
she offered up a gnn. She was as 
puzzicd as the rest of us why he 
chose to teach in Beirut, given the 
obvious dangers to Amencans 
and she was silent on the topic of 
Alann’'s new wife 

The posteards, of course, 
haven't come in years now, and 
when the phones began nnging a 
few weeks ago — radio, television 
and assorted news hounds won- 
denng where I might be if Alann 
were rcleased — | wondered what 
Alann had been doing for five 
years. Did he learn Arabic? Has 
he memonzed the faces of his 
jailers> Has he been secretly 
wntung a book in his mind about 
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this, ever the journalist chron 
cling the pain and suffering of 
others while ignoring his own* 
Ihe consensus among many 
of the people who know Alann 
was that each time the release of 
Alann 
probably offered to let someone 
else go first, someone perhaps il! 


a hostage became likely, 


or who seemed in greater need 

When Jesse Turner's name 
flashed around the world, my 
immediate reaction was “tor 
(Chnssakes, not again, Alann,” 
untill heard the disturbing rumors 
that \lann may be deathly ill, and 
that his captors either can’t or 
won't provide the medical treat 
ment he needs. 

\lann may have survived these 
years precisely because he is a 
journalist, trained to be objective 
about even the most non-objective 
matters, a professional non-par 
ucipant who can remain invisible 
on a sideline in a debate as fero- 
cious as the one engaged in now 
in Lebanon. 

But those of us watching, wait 
ing here at home have reached 


Ai il ma 






ce) 











the president flies to camp david for 


rest 


And Here They Are: 
7,9, 16,23,29,38 Bonus #12 


the end of our objectivity about 
his abduction and subsequent cap 
uvity, if we ever really were ob 
jective at all. 

leach ume I read or hear about 
the hostages in the Mideast, | am 
gmpped by the same overwhelm 
ing sense of helpless anguish | felt 
when I first saw the Vietnam 
\ eteran’s Memonal and traced 
the name of a high school {mend 
whose helicopter was blasted to 
bits. It's the same anguish that 
gnpped me for a” my teenage 
years, when | unreasonably be 
hevedthat my father hadn'treally 
died at all, but was on some 
strange secret mission and would 
nuraculously return home, alive, 
«wd we would sit and study Arabic 
again as we had the day belore a 
blood vessel burst in his brain 

It's way past tme time for 
\lann Steen to come home, not 
just because he needs to, but be- 
cause all of us here who know 
him need it, too. 

Let him ge, you bastards. 

Let him go 

VOW. 








Y 
Yy: 
















The king of diamonds vs. a wild card 


By Brent L. George 


I am lost for words 
left to say to you, 

i did everything | 
know how to do. 

Sull vour reply 
remains to same, 

“Please don’t call me 


How can a feeling be 
so damned strong, 
Be expressed and still 

be wrong, 
| know vou only 
wanted a trend, 
But now that’s 


end. 
i-ach tme we meet 
two worlds collide, 
lnendship and love 
trying to comerde, 
Although | need both 
from you 


I force myself to seek 
them separately. 

If love’s overture can 
he forsaken, 

‘Then perhaps tate 
can be mistaken, 

When it comes down 





by that name.” changed to The 


for K.H.n S.T., P.R. n S.M. and Clare 


i was born wrapped in cellophane 
but no one knew 
then. 


i used to walk in the rain- 
immersed, 

feeling the water slide 
sweet oil 

across my skin 


i started walking when i was two, 
(i never crawled) 
lulking when i was three 
(after i started to read and could see 
how the words were supposed to sound), 
and learned to tie my shoes 
when i was seven 
(they weren't on my feet, and i tied them 
too tight, soi walked home sock-foot 
in the snow - 
rejoicing) 


i used to watch the sky 
and listen to the soft tenor sound 
of blue 
hut no one knew 
then 


they told me 
just before my twenty-third birthday 
they said “learning differences” 
but whispered 
disability 


“on a good day you utilize 45 to 55 percent 
of what you hear” 
“you never should have gotten out 
of junior high” 
“no, everyone else doesn’t quadruple check 


desperately, to living a he, 


Untitled 


By ni plantaric 


what they write for errors” 
“no, most people don’t hear color” 
“yes, pour right; 
you will never be able to trust your brain” 


so here iam at the university, 
getting my degree 

and doing well in a subject 

which has the brain of my existence- 


english 

(you see, ican barely handwrite) 
wondering,... if 
i've ever really felt the rain 
or heard the reality sound of thunder, 
if iam so occasionally graceful 
simply because iam really such a klutz 
teacher, teacher put out your hands 
will i ever really feel the graceful 
curving ridges of your fingerprints? 

must i accept less than what 

you are? 


will i ever be able io help you feel 
the tenor sound of the color blue? 


i don't know 
i can only try 
hecause i'd really like to feel your hands, 
and i believe you'd like the sound of blue 
although, 


i think i like my sound of thunder. 





$269 


It will only be left to 
say goodbye. 

Did you ever draw 
the Jack of Hearts 
from a deck of 
cards, 

And did vou notice 
the half-turned 
gaze, cold and hard, 

He questions all that 
he might learn, 

lor such wisdem | 
can only yearn. 


Being so much less | 
only ask 

Your understanding 
of my task — 

To put stirred and 
helpless feelings to 
rest, 

While putting 
treasured 
friendships to the 
test. 


I won't ask vou to 
choose between the 
Kind of Diamonds 
and a wild card, 

You will know in 
time to follow your 
heart, 

And | am left alone 
and puzzled, 

At why the cards 


were dealt before 
they were 


shuffled. 


I ask that you turn 
away if you see 
my head hung 
low in defeat and 
shame, 

For fear that 
patterns will 
always stay the 
same. 

Know it is 
exception rather 
than rule, 

That I have 
allowed myself to 
be your fool. 
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DISAPPEAR, from p.7 


That was enough for me. 
Neither of my parents were home, 
so | decided to move into their 
house. Ted moved in too. He 
couldn't handle living in a creepy 
apartment. We reported the dis- 
appearance of the fraternity 
brothers tothe police, but we didn’t 
tell them how they disappeared. 
“They just went out to a party 
and none of them came back ,”” we 
said. I think the police was getting 
suspicious; so far, Ted and I had 
reported about 4§ disappearances 
in the past week. 

We speni about three 
months in my parent’s Pouse, 
using their home entertainment 
system, their pool, their BMWs. 
We managed to make Dad’s em- 
ployees think that their boss was 
gone on an emergency. We also 
hosted some truly raging parties. 
We even managed to have one of 


those parties where the guests 
make togas out of the wallpaper. 

Then, about two weeks ago, 
the manager of the apartment 
complex we used to live in called 
up to complain about gunshots in 
my apartment. “ You're kidding,” 
I said. 

We rushed back to the 
apartment and tned to open the 
door. It wouldn't budge. We kick- 
ed the door open to discover the 
biggest mess you could imagine 

There was my dad, shocked 
out of his mind, huddling in the 
comer, clutching his shotgun and 
keeping everyone back. There 
was my mother, pinned down by 
my wardrobe cabinet. Forty-one 
fraternity brothers were pinned 
under my bed, which was weighed 
down with my closet doors and 
my smashed-in television set. 
Mom was under a pile of clothes, 
which was under a rather sur- 
prised and shocked half-naked 


fraternity brother and his girl- 
frend, All of them were covered 
with peanut butter and the eon- 
tents of Dad's 30 packs of MREs 
—- saline cracker crumbs, drink 
mix powder, Chicken a la King, 


scrambled eggs and corned beef 


hash, Span... you name it, they 
were cover din it, The hee in my 
dirty laundry was swarming all 
over the place. 

They stll don't know where 
the hell they were for all those 
months, but they're fine... except 
the brothers are about a semester 
behind, Dad missed the end of the 
recession, and Mom's spring 
cleaning has turned into fall 
cleaning. 

Plus, we never got around 
to that prank agaist the other 
fraternity house. 

My room seems to be fine, 
now. Nothing's disappeared in a 
while... with the exception of my 
car keys, just now. 








By Eduardo Jose Freeman 


Poised on the edge of pain, 
fearing the permanent strain; 


/ peer wordlessly into the past, 
hideous images and monstrous demons cast; 


A terrifying reflection of my life, 
filling me with momentous strife. 


Whatever possessed me to consider that I, 
have the courage to face the inner lie? 


Even now, standing on the rim, 
dare I go forth to encounter HIM? 





